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TO THE READER. 


Tur following Poems are the genuine pro- 
duction of the obſcure perſon mentioned in the 
Jtitle-page. 


I knew him near ſeven years, while I was 
curate to the Rev. Mr. Adam, of Winteringham, 
and obſerved him to be a man of plain, good 
ſenſe, and of a modeſt demeanor, with a wife 
and family of five or fix children. He was bal- 
lotted to ſerve in the militia during the American 
war; and to conſole his feeling mind, while ab- 
ſent from his wife and children, I propoſed to 
write him ſome account of them from time to 
time. | 4724 O01 


This circumſtance ſoon ſhewed me, that my 
new correſpondent was poſſeſſed of a ſentimen- 
tal turn of mind, and a ſet of ideas, which greatly 
ſurpriſed mg. And I was the more fo when 1 
found that though he wrote a good hand, and 
ſpelled pretty Well, he never had more than three 
or four months ſchool- learning, when a little 
boy.—This confideration will, I truſt, be a ſuf- 


ficient plea to excuſe him from the juſt ſeverity. 
of criticiſm. {21 


The privilege which he enjoyed in fitting 
under the miniſtry of the late pious and venerable 
Mr. Adam, will in a meaſure account for the 
«rious and experimental turn of ſentiment which 
appears in moſt of the following pieces. They 
were chiefly compoſed as he fat at his work, and 
penned down afterwards at a leiſure half-hour.— 
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Se. Pekers Colcheſter, 


* 


10 THE READER. 


Having read, and ſhewn ſeveral of them to ſome of 
my friends, both clergy and laity, who were pleaſ- 
ed and edi fied by them, they have repeatedly re- 
queſted me to collect them together, and publiſh 
them for the benefit of the Author. 


And this ſervice I readily undertake, in hope 
that ſome profits may ariſe from the ſale, which 
will prove a great comfort and ſupport to him in 
his declining age, and under a lingering and 
painful complaint which no medical advice can 
remove. 


Nor is this the only motive which induces mc 
to forward the publication. —The excellent mat- 


ter contained in theſe little pieces ſeems well cal- 


culated to ſhew the uſe and excellency of goſpel- 
principles, and to promote the comfort and ſpiri- 


tual welfare of the ſerious Reader, They recom- 


mend the knowledge and love of Chriſt Jeſus, 
and faith in his name, as the beſt ſource of 
ſtrength and conſolation, patience, and reſigna- 
tion, under pain, poverty, and ſickneſs, and the 
various croſſcs and troubles of human life. 


That every Reader may find both entertain- 
ment and profit in the peruſal of them; and tha 
the poor, and thoſe in-the common ranks of life 
may be thereby encouraged to read their Bible 
with renewed attention and delight, is the ſincere 
Prayer iht Editory:... ...:, : 

ROBERT STORRY 
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in ' THE YOUNG SOLDIER, 
_ 1 OR | 3 


my \ \ HEN firſt the ruſtic youth becomes 
Inſcrib'd on our defenfive roll, 

al- Th' inchanting ſound of martial drums 

el- And trumps, and clarions, fire his ſoul. 


With arms equipp'd he boldly ſings, 
Ah! who ſhall Britain's proweſs dare? 

Mounted on fancy's airy wings, t. 
He deems himfelf a man of war. 


the But ſoon the gilded ſeaſon's paſt, 
Behold him marſhall'd on the field. 
Conflicting in the fiery blaſt tf ©. 
Till recking gore its horrors yield. 


How ſtands the brave young hero now ? 
His looks a ſolemn change deſcry ; 
If Heav'n the victory don't beſtow, 
He ſoon muſt faint, or fall, or fly. 
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So when the Chriſtian volunteer 
| Avows allegiance to his Prince, 
His flaming heart diſdains to fear 
That ought ſhall e' er command him thence. 


With ſanguine zeal and nature fill d, 
He ſings the heart- deceiving lie, 

*« Tho” thouſands baſely quit the field, 
. deareſt Maſter, will not J.“ 


Encompaſete with infernal ſpite 
And treach'rous enemies within, 
He marches boldly to the fight, 
Nor doubts but he the day ſhall win. 


But ah! how ſoon ere he's aware 

His ſtrength is perfect weakneſs found, 
An arrow whiſtles in the air, 

And lo! he's ſrighted off the ground. 


Or when to future trials brought, 

And more expericac'd in the field, 
Had he (it God ſupports him not) 

A thouſand owls, they all muſt yield. 


Hence may I earn. to. boaſt no more, 
Nor e'er my nature's efforts ting ; 
But thankfully thine arm adore, 
My glorious Leader, and my King. 
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THE VETERAN SOLDIER, 
OR THE EXERCISE OF 
FAITH, HOPE, AvD PATIENCE. 


r 


ERE we by ſome old warrior ſet, 
And liſt'ning to his chequer'd tales, 
We're taught. at once by what he's met, 
That patient courage beſt avails. 


While unexperienc'd ſoldiers are 
To ſudden fear or raſhneſs prone, 
He's taught by long intrigues of war 
To fight when ſeeming hopes are gone, 


Some hard campaigns he has endur'd, 
And many arduous battles fought ; 
To interchanging ſcenes inur'd, 
To cold, to hunger, and to drought. 


 Wean'd from the joys that ſenſe invites, 
And all ſhe fondly calls her w-, ( 
With temp” rance and with zeal, he fights, 
Nor faints whilſt Cæſar wears the crown. 
'Tis thus the faithful ſaint of God, 
While marching thro' this wilderneſs Mö 


Combats the dangers of the road. 
Arm'd with the panoply of grace. 
B 2 
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He meditates immortal joys, 
And ſcorns to lay his armour down, 
Till God ſhall (far above the ſkies), 
His faith, and hope, and patience, crown. 


& * ? 
” * . . 


PART IT. 


THE Lord of ne his Giats to try, 
Leads them thro! conflicts and alarms, 

His matchleſs grace to magnify, + 
And malte them more ex ow in. arms. 


On mountain tops — lonely * 

The Chriſtian meets with conflicts ſharp ; 
His ſongs and ſighs by turns prevail, 

The conq'ring palm, and willow'd my 


The world with ever-changing front, 
On right or leit it's force employs, 
But faith ſuſtains the fiery brunt, 
And patience waits the promis'd Joys. 


When his inteſtine foes ariſe, 
A black and formidable tight, 
Swift from the hills his ſuccour flies, 
And vici y in. hs — might. 


When recent 8 his lol receives, 
And painful agonies endure, _ 

By ta th apply'd the healing leaves 
Allay tac {mart and . the cute. 


1 
When darkneſs veils his mental fkkies, 
And ſtorms and tempeſts o'er him roll, 


Then faith the place of ſenſe ſupplies, - 
And patient hope ſupports his ſoul, 


When deadneſs ſeems his heart to fill, 
Nor peace nor war his boſom move, 
Faith mounts the line of duty ſtill, 
And reſts on God's unchanging love. 


PA RT, 


EXPERIENCE, and the written word, 
The Chriſtian's magazine they be, 
With arms, and ſtrength, and wiſdom ftor'd, 
For healing and for victory. 


Here faith repairs her dinted blade, 
Hence hope ſurveys her ſtarry prize, 
Patience becomes divinely ſtay'd, 
And every grace to vigor riſe. 


Tho* coward nature oft complains, 
Wiſhing the long campaign was o'er ; 
| Yet faith (if God ſome honor gains) ; 
Would dare to bear a thouſand more. 


Fighting the battles of the Lord, 

Soldiers of God no pains decline, 
Supported by the faithful word 9 
And an Almighty arm divine. | 


1 
In patient hope he marches on, 
Till God ſhall all his foes o' ercome; 


Till angels ſhout, “ The victory's won,” 
And ling the faithful warrior home. 


Take courage then, and play the man, 
Nor e' er, my foul, give way to fear; 
Thy God who leads his army's van, 


Will conquer for the feeble rear. 


LORD'S DAY MORNING, 


JASPIRE my my tongue, immortal King, 

1 To bleſs thy glorious name; 

And warm my boſom, whilſt I ſing, 
With love's ' celeſtial flame, 


Once more the ſacred morning ſmiles ; 
My ſoul the bleſſing greet ; 

It calls thee from inferior toils, 
To reſt, divincly ſweet. 


Thus far thine hand has brought me thro', 
Nor wall thy love decline, 

From thoſe who to thy precepts bow, 
And in thy ſervice join. 


Encourag'd by thy faithful word, 
I'll to thy courts repair, 

To number o'er thy mercies, Lord, 
And worſhip 1n thy fear. 


=... 7 
My ſorrows and corroding cares 
I'll gladly leave behind; 
And give my unbelieving fears | 
(As fruitleſs) to the wind. 1393 1 


O give me, Lord, the hearing ear, 
An heart that underſtands; 1 2 

A ſoul, that does thy will revere, 
And follows its commands. 


With pity's ſofteſt eyes behold _ 
Thy pilgrims in their race, | | 
And bleſs the ſhepherds of thy fold. 
With thine abundant grace! 4 
And when my labors all ſnall ceaſe, 
And Sabbaths here ſhall end, 
May I in worlds of heavenly: bliſs 
A reſt eternal ſpend. All 


anf welt 201 
| LORD'S DAY EVENING. - 
NFINITE ſums of gratitude 
| owe to thee my gracious God, 


Whoſe bounty doth my griefs beguile 
By mingling comtorts with my toil. 


This day thy table has been ſpread 

With coſtly wines, and living bread, 

Treaſures of grace to ſinners given 

And ſtarry crowns reſerv'd in heaven. 
© 4 
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The comforts which thy goſpel brings, 


Surpaſſes far created things; 
*Tis here the humble poor obtain 
A rich reverſion for their pain. 


Still near this. board may I be found 
Long as I tread this earthly ground, 


Nor would I envy thoſe who ſhare 


In ſinful eaſe, and ſumptuous fare. 


With ſhowers divine and chearing rays 
Refreſh the gardens of thy grace ; 

Nor may the trees by patience prun'd, 
Be fruitleſs in the vineyard found! 


For bleſſings civil and divine 
May I my grateful praiſes join; pe | 
For food and raiment, health and friends, 
And all thy ſweet compaſſion fends. 


Now let thy pardons be renew'd, 
And waſh my duties in thy blood, 
That, Lord, beneath thy ſmile I may 


Cloſe up the evening of thy day ! 


Serene, with thy protection bleſt, 
I lay me down and take my reſt ; 
And if thy will my days prolong, / 
Still may thy mercies be my ſong, 


1 7 5 


ON THE SEE { 


DEATH OF A CHILD. 


E's gone! the fair Elyſian flow'r! 

In ſmiling innocence he fled; 
Sprang up and wither'd in an hour, 

He reſts amongſt the peaceful dead. 
When heav'n forbad a longer ſtay, 
The ſweet ſojourner haſtes away. 


Array'd in robes of pureſt white, 
He on the golden pavement ſtands, 
And ſings with ever-new delight 
Amidſt the bright ſeraphic bands, 
A ſong of everlaſting praiſe 
To Jeſu's love and ſovereign grace. 


Hail! highly bleſs'd, releas'd from woe, 
Thy parents joy and dear deftire; 
May they, when they their heads ſhall bow 
And in thy Saviour's arms expire, 
Meet thee who art betorc them gone, 
With joy around the heav'nly throne, 


As when the ſun array'd in gold, 
After the tempeſts of the day 
Refulgently its beams unfold 
To make the ſmiling evening gay; 
So may their mortal day decline 
Cloudleſs, in peace, and all divine! 
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What doſt thou here, Eltjah if 


"JJ Har doſt thou here, dejected ſaint?” 

Elijah's God demands ; | 

«© My name alone revives the faint, 
de Hd for ſalvation ſtands. 


« *Tis not in groves and caves to yield 
What thy beſt thoughts approve ; 

« Then why fo ſoon with reaſonings fill'd 
« As to diſtruſt my love? 


% Do not I rule in heav'n and hell, 

« In earth, and ſea, and ſkies? 
« Then what the rage of Jezebel, 
«© But vanity and lies! 


« Once more the glorious toil renew, 
« And on minc arm depend ; 

« Finiſh the taſk aſlign'd, and thou 

__«« Shalt to thy reſt aſcend.” 


With accents ſweet, and mercy mild, 
The dear forgiving Lord 

Pitied the weakneſs of his child, 

And chcar'd him with his word. 


So when my ho with fears oppreſt, 
Would duty's path decline, 


With this recal may I be bleſt, 
This call dear Lord of thine ! 


+ 


Reſt to a laboring Man ts feveet. 


IR'D nature's reſtorer, how ſweet 
Thy viſit her loſs to repair; 
How welcome the friendly retreat 
To labor, and ſorrow, and care ! 
How ſafe, Lord, and happy is he 
Who beating theſe dangerous ſeas, ' 
Can find an aſylum in thee, _ 
And reſt on a pillow of peace! 


; 


No ſtartling forebodings of mind we 
Diſturb his refreſhing repoſe, 
His heart is from evil refin'd, 
No terror of conſcience he knows. 
Tho? lodg'd in a cottage he is, 
From glitt'ring diſtinctions afar, __ 
Yet God is his portion and bliſs, _ 
And angels his guardians are. 


Tho' here he's in trials and ſtraits; 
And often miſconſtru'd by man, 
Yer patient the evening he waits, 
The reſt that's eternal to gain. 
How pleaſant and ſweet it will be, 
When crown'd with a final releaſe, 
An end of his labors to ſee, 
And reſt in the chambers of bliſs! 
B 6 "E 
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O may I this bleſſedneſs ſhare, 
And what I now covet become, 
To be of ſalvation an heir, 35 
Tho' exil'd a ſeaſon from home. 
Theſe eyes which'but ſeldom are dry, 
By ſorrow forbidden to cloſe, 
Should wake in a rapture of joy, 
Or reſt in a motel repole. 


Danger of Eaſe and A Apeener ; or the Bleſſed 
neſs of Labor and Content. 


O What an unſuſpected ſnare 

Lies often hid in ſumptuous fare, 
And nature's pleaſing reſt! 

*Twas this that let the tempter in, 


Which hurried on from fin to ſin 
The man ſo highly bleſt. 


Nor are the ſons of wealth alone, 

Who riſe in fame or fill the throne, 

The only victims ſlain; 

This heart, this treach*rous heart of mine, 

Tho' fluſh” 4 with neither wealth nor wine, 
As fooliſh is, and vain, , 


The Chriſtian tate for conflict is, 
And if unactive and remiſs 

I baſely neutral ſtand ; 
Tis then I tempt the tempting foe, 
Who always has a work to do 

For every idle hand, 
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O may I then with ſteady will 

The duties of the day fulfil, 
Nor dare the croſs to ſhun; 

Leſt into fin furpriz'd I fall, 

And drench'd in wormwood, and in gall, 
For ever be undone. = 


For poverty nor riches I 

Would dare to wiſh, nor yet deny | 
When they're in mercy ſent ; i 

Whatever be my outward caſe, | 

Give me but, Lord, the needful grace, 
Therewith to be content. 


Ne'er ſhould I then the want regret 

Ot eaſe, or health, or dainty meat, 
While ſuch a feaſt was nigh : 

In peace my fleeting days would paſs, 

And I thy gracious will embrace, 
Without a murm'ring figh, 


THE FLOWER. 


Sent to a prous and mournful Mather, on the death 
of a beloved and bopiful Son, of twelve years of 
age, | | | a 


W HEN ve the flow' ry fields ſurvey, 

Or ſome ſelected plant behold, 
A thouſand ſweets their charms diſplay 1 
From hues of ivory and gold, 4 


Sh 
But ah! what frail delights are they, 
Vouchſafing but a tranſient ſmile ; 
Nor can we aſcertain their ſtay 
By vigilance or active toil. 


How often ere the night is paſt, 

Or ere bright Phoebus gilds the caſt, 

Some nipping unexpected blaſt 
Deprives us of the lovely gueſt. 


Y *Twas thus the dear Elyſian flow'r 


His flight precipitately took, 
He bloom'd on earth a morning hour, 
And then this darkſome vale forſook. 


Nor fay he vaniſh'd immature, 
Surviving hope forbids the thought ; 

If grace by means a ſoul can cure, 
He's to the bliſsful manſions caught. 


Far from this vile enchanting ground 
Where pleaſure's bait her thouſands kill, 
He has a bleſt aſylum found 


Beyond the reach of tempting ill. 


Perhaps the Lord, whoſe watchful eyes 
Beholds diſtinct whate'er we wan 

Foreſaw ſome ſtorm tempeſtuous e 
And timely hous'd your tender plant, 


Methinks your heart obſequious cries, 
My gracious God, “ Thy will be done;” 
e Accept my ſon in ſacrifice, 

c And in my heart reveal thy own,” 
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When Jacob long diſſolv'd in tears 
Ne'er dream'd to ſee his darling more, 
Joſeph again at length appears, | 

And lovelier than he was before. 


» 

: 

C 

; 

\ 
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80 when this night of doubt is o'er, _ 

And ſtorms and tempeſts ceaſe to beat, [| 
The Lord will yours improv'd reſtore, | 
Adorn'd with charms divinely ſweet. 


GRATITUDE FOR MERCIES, 


MM 
SPECIAL AND COMMON  _ _ * 1 


OME let us * the bleſs'd above. | 
Who have obtain'd the prize ; 

And on the pleaſing wings of love 
To joys ccleſtial riſe. 


But oh the depths of Jeſu's grace, 
So infinitely kind, 

Tranſcend the nobleſt of our lays, 
Or fervors of the mind, 


When we in fin and ſorrow lay, 
And loſt in all our pow'rs, 
He gave his own dear life away 

To ranſom thoſe of ours. 


He does our feeble ſouls defend, 
And when we turn aſide, | 
Does his good word and ſpirit ſend 
10 ſtrengthen and to guide. | 


| 
| 
| 


The emblems of his dying love 

A thouſand charms diſplay, 

To raiſe our minds to things above, 
And ſoothe our griefs away. 
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The ſabbath he to us has giv'n, 
A pledge of that to come, 
To lead us to our reſt in heav'n, 

The weary pilgrim's home. 


E' er ſince the dawn of life, he's been 
Our conſtant ſucc'rer ſtil], 

And thro? the windings yet unſeen 
We'll truſt his care and ſkill. 


For fayors ſo divine and free, 
May we our all reſign, 

A grateful ſacrifice to be, 
Dear Lord, for ever thine. 


Thus may we, till our days are paſt, 


Delight to bleſs thy name 
And while eternal ages laſt 
Renew the bliſsful theme. 


THE COMPLAINT. 


ONG in the goſpel ſchool have I 
A dull proficient been; 
My knowledge of the truth how dry, 
How little telt within! 


. 1 
How formal in the houſe of prayer, 
And impotent my will! 


How lifeleſs my affections there, 
And void of pious zeal ! 


How little does my conſcience know 
Of ſin's deceitfulneſs ; | 

How little does my boſom glow 
With holy joy and peace! 


The faireſt of ten thouſand fair 
How little priz'd by me! 

How little of his life I ſhare, 
Or of his beauty ſee ! 


How little on that milk I feed, 
The word of life ſincere ! 

And O how lifeleſs is my creed 
In all that's written there | 


How little do the things unſeen 

Aﬀect, my puny faith ! 
How thick' the veil which hangs between, 
And binds me to the earth! 


How little does my life adorn 
The cauſe which I would own ! 

Or melt oppoſing rage and ſcorn' 
By love and meekneſs down! 

How little does my boſom burn 
With love's celeſtial flame! 

That all;the world to God may turn 
And glority his name! 


N 
| 
; 
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The _ ſhepherds and the ſheep 
Now militating here, 
How little on my heart I keep 
In never-ceaſing prayer! 


In every duty how lukewarm, 
Or negligent I am ! 

They're bur at beſt a lifeleſs form 
Without the hallow'd flame. 


How fin defiles in every part, 


And ſpreads throughout the whole! 
Thro' every fibre of my heart, 
And faculty of ſoul, 


My very waſhings in that blood 
Which flow'd to purge my ſtain, 


Needs, O my all-atoning God ! 


To be waſh'd o'er again. 


If one good word or work would buy 
A manſion near thy throne, 

Not one, (deſpairing,) 1 muſt cry, 
Not one, have I, not one. 


Condemn'd I fall before thy face, 


The chief of ſinners ſpare ; 
My only refuge is thy grace, 
And no where elſc but there. 


And while to this relief I flee, 
My guilty ſoul to ſcreen, 

I ſtill would, Lord, obedient be, 
Nor licence take to ſin. 


3 
MUTABILIT Y. 
H ! what a whirl of changes run 
Succeſhve thro' this mortal ſtate ; 


How oft has pleaſure's gilded noon 
Been clouded o'er with grief as great! 


When faith the joys unſeen deſcry, 
And to the ſaint a foretaſte brings, 

He ſpurns the earth and longs to fly 
Away from all created things. 
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But ah! how ſoon the human heart, 


When this tranſporting glimpſe is o'er, 


Acts ſtill again the earthly part, 
And licks the duſt it ſpurn'd before. 


One ſabbath he delighted treads 


The ground where ſacred truths diſtil; 


The next a ſtupid languor ſpreads, 
And all is labouring up the hill. 


To-day he thinks his mountain ſtrong, 


And mighty deeds and victories boaſt; 


To. morrow tunes à mournful ſong, 
And gives his all away tor loſt. 


To-day he kindly mourns his fin, 
And melting flow his contrite tears; 
To-morrow obdurate within, | 


He neither loves, nor hopes, nor fears. 


( 28 ) 
One day he ſeems refign'd to bear 
His deſtin'd lot of chaſtiſement ; 


The next his fickle paſſions veer, 
And all is gloom and diſcontent. 


Lord what a checquer'd ſtate is this, 
While yet the body is our home! 
But 'tis the path to laſting bliſs, 
Where no beclouding changes come, 


oO Ofora perſevering faith 

Which ſtedfaſt keeps the ſoul bore 2 
That credits what Jehovah ſaith, 

And reſts in his unchanging love! 


MORNING, 


8 more, my ſoul, the pleaſing light 
Salutes thy waking eyes; 
Once more thy mercies, Lord, invite 
My grateful ſacrifice. 


What numbers have reſign'd their breath 
Since the laſt cloſing day ! 
Whilſt mine has been preſerv'd from death 
As much expos'd as they. 


Whilſt numbers with diſcaſes pain'd, 
Have counted ev'ry hour, 

My fleſh in flumbers fafe remain'd 
Beneath thy ſhelt'ring pow'r. 


( 29 ) 
Whilſt thouſands for theſe gifts beſtow 4. 
Ne' er bend the grateful nee, 


May I, O my preteving < God b 11 
Devote my life to thee. F 1 41 9 


O may I ever walk and wei ,-: 7. 
Dependent on thy care, 2 71 
Who ever wilt thy bleſſing give 
To diligence and prayer! 


0 may thy ſtatutes be my guide, 

And to my labours joan 

An heart content and army gere 1 en 1 oft 
A will reſign d to thine t' 1 


Then ſhall my life (expos'd to —_ 
Be with thy favour bleſt, 
By day enjoy thy cheaving ſmile, 
By night, a peacefullreſt. 


EVENING. - 


HY kind are thy compaſſions, Lord! 
How infinite, and free! 
Fain would my lips the ſum record, 
And give the praiſe to thee. 


While multitudes unthankful riſe, 
And prayerleſs cloſe the dar 
May I my humble ſacrifice | 
Ot prayer and praiſes: pay! 
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Suſtain'd by thine upholding hand 
( Thou length'ner of my days!) 

I to this precious moment ſtand, 
A monument of grace. 


In dangers, deaths, and toils, and cares, U 
Which ever wait to kill, | 

Thy love, and long forbearance ſpares 
Thine helpleſs creature ſtill. 


| Theſe ſweet ſenſations to my mind 
An healing balſam brings, 
Now I my labors have reſign'd 


To hide me in thy wings. 


Forgive, dear Lord, my ev'ry fin, 
And ſweeten my repoſe ; 

Safety and reſt are gifts of thine, 
Who ev'ry good beſtows. 


Prepare me for thy ſov'reign will, 
And if the morn ! ſee, 

O may mine eye be ever ſtill 
Directed unto thee ! 


FOUR SORTS OF HEARERS. 


1. THE WAY SIDE. 


Way: ſide hearer I 

Alas! for years have been; 1 

My heart remains as dry 
As callous, as unclean; 


„ 
Nothing but nature's growth appear, 
Pernicious weeds and worthleſs. tares. - 
When on the wretched; ſoil; ... 5 | 
The grain divine deſcends, | 
Mock'd is the ſower's toil; 4 
By crowding thoughts and fiends; 
As birds that greedy hunt their prey, 
They bear the precious ſced away. 


Great Huſbandman divine! 
I mourn my woful caſe; 
No hand, dear Lord, but thine, 
Can change an heart ſo bale; _ | 
Thou only canſt the ſoil renew, i 
Soften and make it fruitful too. 


The grace prolific give, 
And thy deſigns fulfil ; 'f 
And let me die or live 1 
Devored to thy will. 
The deſart then ſhall bloſſom fair, 
And fruit unto perfection bear. 


2. THE STONY GROUND. 


ON different ſoils the word of life 


Is by the heav'nly Seedſman ſown; 
Yet few there be that grow and thrive, 


To God a crop maturely mown | 


—— One 
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Some ſtony; hearts; and ſuch is mine, 
Produce an inſtantaneous blade; 


_ Awhile amid the fields they ſhine, 


With zeal and confidence e 


Their paſſioni touch · d as haſty rains 


Deluge the earthy ſurface o'er ; 


While unimpreſs'd the heart remains, 


As hard and ſenſeleſs as before. 


They have no piercing ſenſe of ſin, 
How it corrupts and taints the whole; 


No root of faith have they within, 


Which only can ſuſtain the ſoul, | 


So when the ſcorching ſun is up, 

It ſoon exhales their floating joys, 

Deprives the Reaper of his hope, 
And all the mT ſcene deltroys. 


My ſtony heart to gen convert, 
And form it, Saviour, to thy praiſe: 
For love, Almighty love, thou art, 
And all- ſufficient is thy grace. 


3. THE THORNY GROUND. 


MY heart is, Lord, a wetched ſoil, 
To cares and pleaſures prone ; 


Nor can it but my hopes beguile, 


Tho' by the goſpel ſown. 
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I fit beneath the bliſsful ſound, _ | 
But ſeem to hear in vain ; ] 1 

Theſe poiſonous thorns infeſt the ground, 
And choke the riſing grain. | 


When in thy houſe thou deign'ſt to ſmile, 
I fing my cares away; 

But oh! alas! within awhile 
The world uſurps the ſway ! 


To whom for help ſhall I repair, 

But, Lord, to thee alone? 
On thy kind breaſt I'd place my care, 
And bid the world be gone. 


Give me to wait thy ſov'reign will, 

And perſevere to mourn, | 
Till thou my foes completely killz 
And root out every thorn! | 


4. THE G00D GROUND. | 


WHERE erſt a barren deſert wild 

With painful ſteps and hopes beguil'd 
I us'd with tear to trace, | 
Pleas'd I behold the alter'd ground, | | 
And joy to ſee where nature frown'd, ] 
A field adorn'd with grace, 
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| 1 
Tell me, my guardian angel, tell, 
Hou came it thus to look fo well, 
Since none to good are prone ? 
oe hand, ſome gracious hand divine, 
Jeſus the work is worthy thine— 
Thine is the work alone. 


*Tis thine the ten read to till, 
And with the ſeed celeſtial fill, 
And guard it with thy fear : 
 *Tis thine the ſtony to convert, 
To give the new believing heart, 
And grace to pcrſevere. 


*Tis thine to clear the thorny ſoil, 
Where worldly cares and pleaſures vile 
The tender growth preclude : 
The Spirit of thy grace ſubdues, 
And fits it for thy glorious ule, 
Divinely bleſt and good. 


Meet to receive the heav*nly ſeed, 
The ſoul from Satan's thraldom freed, 
And ſin's bewitching bait ; 
Delights to read and hear the word, 
Frequent the table of the Lord, 
And ſit at Wiſdom' s gate. 


»Tis thus the fruits of righteouſneſs, 
Humility, and every grace 
In rich abundance riſe ; 
Some thirty, ſome an hundred fold, 
Diff' rent degrees, as we are told, 
Delight thy gracious eyes. 


LS 
O what a ſoul-tranſporting ſight ! 
Give me to view it with delight, 
Till chang'd the bliſs to prove; 
Then will my heart, this barren field, 
An harveſt rich with patience yield, 
From roots of faith and love. 


Jaſerbis Invitation to Jacob, Gen. 25. Or, God 
tbe Saint's Refuge. 


HEN God beheld the gracious man 
By famine ſore oppreſt, 
How ſwift divine compaſſion ran 
And charm'd his fears to reſt ! 


Thus faith the darling of thine eyes, 
Thy long-lamented ſon, 
Egypt, by favor of the ſkies, 


Is now become my own. 


A bleſling ſo divinely great 
May puzzle human thought ; 
Behold on thee the waggons wait, * 


Come down, and tarry not. 


Regard not aught of all thy ſtuff, 
Lo, treaſur'd in my hands 

Are ample ſtores, .and large enough 
To anſwer all demands. 
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O 'tis enough, then, Iſrael ſaid, 
] ſee the hand divine; 
Joſeph ſhall tend my dying bed, 
And cloſe theſe eyes of mine. 


Thus have the ſaints in every age 
In God their refuge found, 

And ſtill his pow'rful arms engage 
To ſhield them ſafe around. 


In famine, war, or peſtilence, 
Whatever them betide, 

His faithfulneſs is their defence, 
And always will provide. 


Him may my feeble ſoul addreſs 

In every trying hour, 

Nor dare to doubt his w 3 
Or to diſtruſt his. 4 


Regard not your Stuff ; Or, Feſus our Joſe ph, 


ES Us the Lord of earth and ſky, 
Our Joſeph and our friend, 
Appears the flowing tears to dry, 
And all our griets to end. 


His voice than muſic ſweeter far, 
In every boaſted ſtrain, 
Addreſſes now the liſt'ning car, 
So oft addreſs'd in vain. 


„ 


Come, hungry, ſorrowful, and poor, 
Who long on air have fed, 

Haſte to the goſpel's ample ſtore, 
And feaſt on living bread. 


Regard not aught ye call your own, 
»Twill but retard your pace; 

The ſtuff that nature dotes upon, i 
Is a ſure foe to grace, 


Your righteous and unrighteous deeds 
| Muſt hence be all foregone ; 
None but an empty ſoul ſucceeds 
To what my love has done. 


The riches of unbounded grace 
Are treaſur'd in my hand, 

Life, pardon, peace, and righteouſneſs, 
The good of all the land. 


On you the goſpel waggons wait, 
Thoſe ſtatutes good, of mine, 
Shall your obedient ſouls tranſlate 

To plenitude divine. 


O, *tis enough, our hearts reply, 
Since, Lord, thou liv'ſt above, 
We haſte to ſce thee, (when we die,) 

Wai a throne of love. 
Fen when we're trav'ling in the road, 
Nor would we wiſh to ſtay ; + 
The dear proviſion of our God 
Attracts our hearts away. 
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Gladly we would the way purſue, 
And when the word is giv'n, 

Our willing heads we then mall bow 
To ſee thy face in heav'n. 


THE HARVEST OF GRACE, 
| AND IF 
SUMMER OF LIFE. 


HE bleſſings of thy goſpel, Lord, 
The harveſt is thou doſt afford, 


Whence ſinners indigent as I 


May reap a bountiful ſupply. 


This life's the ſhort uncertain ſ pan, 
The ſummer thou vouchſaf ſt to man; 


But if we ſleep the ſeaſon o'er, 
We muſt the awful loſs deplore. 


Me too, like Iſrael, ſhall lament 


The harveſt o'er, the ſummer [ pent ; 
Life, and the day of mercy gone, 
And we have not ſalvation known.“ 


O may we, whilſt the minutes ſtay, 


Secure the bounties of the day, 
Improve the gifts ſo freely given, 
And ſtore divine lay up for heaven. 


1 
Then thall we ſhare the reaper's joy, 
In the bleſt garner of the tky ; 
And ting aloud in endleſs ſongs 
The praiſe that to thy grace belongs. 


ADDRESS 
TO THE 


SONS OF BELIAL. 


E hapleſs ſons of wine and ſong, 
Who dance the downward road al 


- To you the verſe I ſend ; 
Nor deem the muſe ſevere, unkind, 
While ſhe directs to joys refin'd, 
And pleafures without end. 


Tho? roſes now beſtrew the road, — 


Tis but a gay revolt from God, 
The central point of bliſs; 
All they who in the path endure, 


The written word proclaims it ſure, 


Shall of falvapſon miſs. 


Oh what are all the joys of ſenſe? 


Can dreams of pleaſure recompence 
A loſs ſo infinite? 


When death arreſts poor guilty ſouls, 


Will wanton lays and jovial bowls 
Adminiſter delight ? 
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Oh dare with Belial's ſons no more 
To proſtitute the pleaſing pow'r 
To inſolence and wine; 
If well ye know the tuneful KIll, 
Devote it to your Maker's will 
In melody divine. 


Taſte but his love's chaſte hallow'd fire, 
And this will raiſe your paſſions higher 
Than all created things; 
Tis this the ſaints on earth poſſeſs, 
An holy ſeed, a choſen race, 

Of joyful prieſts and kings. 


When your delights all ſink apace, 
And — but darkneſs and diſgrace, 

Their lamp fhall brightly glow: 
The obvious truth will then appear, 
Who were the wiſeſt, happieſt here, 
| "The men of grace, or you. 


Say, will ye then, like Eſau, loſe. 
The bleſſing, and deſtruction chooſe 
In pleaſureable {in ? 
Or will you, with the honour'd few, 
Subſtantial happineſs purſue, 
And heav'n on earth begin? 


( 41 ) 
aFFLICTIONS, 
THEIR CAUSE AND USE. 
1 ſpring not from the earth, 

Nor of blind chance ariſe; 


'Tis fin that gives the num'rous birth 
Of human maladies. 


Yet theſe are ſervants, Lord, to thee, 

Beneath thy ruling hand ; 
Legions of fierce diſeaſes flee, 

Or come at thy command. 


Not one of all the griefs we feel, 
But notic'd is in heav'n ; 

Weigh'd out with an unerring ſkill, 
And in compathon giv'n. 


Why ſhould the living then complain, 
Or murmur out of hell? 
Can ſufferings overweigh our fin ? 
Oh, 'tis impoſſible! 


Submiſſive may we then endure 
Our lot of chaſtiſement; 

A ſov'reign antidote, to cure 
Our evils, or prevent. 


We would be Lord to thee reſign'd, 
But, oh, our wayward will 

Prevents the gracious ends deſign'd, 
And leaves us murm'ring ſtill. 


C5 


b . 
O may we then receive the ſtroke, 
Nor wiſh it to decline, 

Till our rebellious will is broke 
And melted into thine ! 


ISRAEL BY THE WILLOWS. 


of ak by the ſtreams of Babylon 
| The pious exiles mourn'd, 
When all the joys they deem'd their own 
Were into wailing turn'd. 


Their harps ſo us'd to ſacred found, 

By painful grief unſtrung, 

Silent, alas! they then were ſound, 
And on the willows hung. 


Meanwhile reply'd inſulting tongues, 
To raiſe their anguiſh higher, 

«« Come ſing us one of Sion's ſongs, 
% Come ſtrike the tuneful lyre.“ 


How ſhall we ſongs of Sion ſing | 
Beneath affliction preſt? 
Or modulate the ſacred ſtring 


To pleaſe a carnal taſte ? 


But if in ſongs our ſouls we raiſe, 
In this obſcure abode, 

Jerufalem ſhall have the praiſe, 
The city of our God, 
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s bleſſings brighten eye 
And charm when they are pone ; 
So ſurely will the light divine, 
When ſets the goſpel ſun, 


Yet will the Lord to ſouls ſincere 
Reſtore his wonted grace, 

Regard the mourner's contrite tear, 
And ſhew his ſmiling face. 


Taught by the Lord's chaſtizing hand 
To mourn their follies paſt, 

Till in the Sion of their God 
Their happy lot is caſt. 


VERSES 
ON THE 


MARRIAGE OF THE REV. — 10 MISS * 


THOU, heav'n and earth's Cindi 
We the ſubjects of thy care, 

Bleſs thee for thy tavors, greater 

Than our bet ceteris are. 
By thy providence united 

We the nuptial gift enjoy; 
Each to each endear'd, delighted, 

Bound in love's my ſterious tie. 
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Raiſe, O raiſe a nvbler paſſion, 

May thy love our hearts inflame ; 
*Tis our ſweeteſt conſolation, . 

Lord, to know thy precious name. 

Join'd to Thee in myſtic union, 

Heavenly fellowſhip we prove, 
Keep us ſtill in ſweet communion, 

O thou boundleſs Source of love ! 


Rais d above deluſive ſ plendor, 
Conſcious of our birth divine, 


Life we would to thee ſurrender, 


Patterns in thy church to ſhine. 
O vouchſafe but this fruition, 
Lord, to ſee thy kingdom reign; 


This be our ſupreme ambition, 


Willing ſouls for Thee to gain. 


With our houſe, like Nun's deſcendant, 
May we duty's line purſue, 

Walking on thine arm dependant, 
With the heav'nly world in view: 


This ſhall gild the way before us, 


Every painful thought beguile ; 


This ſhall nobler joys afford us 


Than the worldling's wine or oil. 
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GRATITUDE 
, r 
PLENTIFUL HAR VEST. 


AY we with grateful lips record 

Thy works of love and mercy, Lord! 
Unnumber'd benefits invite 
To make this duty our delight. 


When we with fear and folemn dread 
Trembled for our ſupport of bread, 

Thy bounty ſpread the hoarded good, 

And fill' d our mouths with joy and food. | 


Once more a large and joyful crop. 
Revives the reapers' fainting h 
Nor cank'ring bane, nor hoſtile hang 
Has ſpoil'd the produce of our land, 


With Kindly rays thy favors ſmile 
On Britain's long-befriended Ile; 
And till beneath thy ſhade we reſt, 


With peace, and living mercies bleſt. 


Help us to render, Lord, to thee, 

The grateful heart and ſuppliant knee; 
Mindful thy precious gifts to own, 
Sweetly uniting all in one. 


We bleſs thy name for ſuns and ſhow'rs, 
And all the good that nature pours; 
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But, oh! Thyſelf, and thy rich grace, 
Tranſcend our nobleſt ſtrains of praiſe. 


Pour out thy Spirit, Lord, and bleſs 
Thy churches with a large increaſe, _ 
THI, rich and fair, an harveſt riſe 
To the bright garner in the ſkies. 


MAY-DAY. 


OVELY ſmiles the blooming May, 
L In a veſt of nature gay ; 

Pleaſure's lover ſhe invites 

To a feaſt of chaſte delights. 


Would we tread the fertile fields, 
Reap the ſweets that nature yields ? 
From the verdure or the bloom 
Gather honey or pertume? * 


This ſhould be our happy ſkill, 
Firſt the love of God to feel, 
 Warinly glowing on the ſoul ; \ 
This would new-create the wt ole. 


God in Chriſt, divinely ours, 
Gives a fragrance new to flow 'rs: 
How delignttul then to rose 

Thro' the meadow or the grove! 
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Ev'ry cowſlip we behold, 

Ting'd with this would ſhine in gold : 
Daiſies that adorn their foil, 

Would delight us with a ſmile, 


Hills and dales, and verdant woods, 
Running rills, and rolling floods ; 
Summer, autumn, winter, ſpring, 
Then would ſeem to laugh and ing ! 


God in all would then be ſeen, 
Loving to the ſons of men ; 
Like the fcale in Jacob's dream, 
All his works would lead to him. 


O poſſeſs me, Lord, of this, 
Soul of all created bliſs ! 
Then a rural walk would be 
A delightful rove to Thee. 


May I, when thy works I view, 
Learn to yield Thee praiſes due, 
With my very heart and tongue, 
Now, and in an endleſs ſong ! 
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The Chriftians' Safety, and Expectation. 


1 goodneſs how ſurpaſſing, Lord, 

Are all thy works and ways; 

Fain would my heart their {um record, 
And give Thee equal praliſe. 
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The ſun aſcends the heav' nly road, 
Obedient to thy will, 

And calls the creature man abroad 
His labours to fulfil. 


He all the day purſues his line, 
And when the ev'ning's come, 
Mearied his head in ſhades recline, 


And angels guard his room. 


Nor beafts, nor wily fiends of prey, 
Dare his repoſe moleſt; 

The pow'rs that watch his limbs by day, 

| Preſerve them when they reſt, 


In goodneſs how ſurpaſling, Lord, 
Are all thy works and ways! 

Let ſaints thy bounteous, love record, 
Who taſte thy matchleſs grace : 


[ Wak'd by the Goſpel's pow'rful ſmile, 
f The work divine purſue ; 

| And gladly bear whatever toil 
R Thy will appoints them to. 


Patient the ſweet reward they wait, 
And when the ev'ning's come, 
They quit this life's laborious ſtate, 
To reſt ſecure at home. 


Then ſin, that hateful beaſt of prey, 
Dares them no more moleſt : 
Sure none ſo happy then as they, 


So favor'd and ſo bleſt ! 


( 49 ) 
In goodneſs how ſurpaſſing, Lord, 
Are all thy works and ways ! 


Well may they then thy love record 
In everlaſting praiſe. 


ON 
CHARI T Fe 


HE Charity! thou deareſt name that's 
known "+ 

In yonder worlds above, or this our own | 

May ev'ry tongue terreſtrial and divine 

To celebrate thy praiſe in concert join, 

From thine eternal fount inceflant riſe 

Exub'rant floods of never-fating joys; . 

Angelic boſoms drink from thee their fill, 

And ceaſeleſs upon earth the bliſs diſtil. | 

Fraught with the gift divine, the grateful mind 

Glows with expanded love to all mankind ; 

Compaſſionates the lame and languid poor, 

And join'd with wealth, attempts the friendly 

cure. | | 


Lo! rais'd on love's firm baſe, yon beauteous 
ile! 

Where pity meets her gueſts with gen'rous ſmile; 

Pours in the healing art for their relief, 

Sooths the keen ſmart of complicated grief, 

Supplies their wants with right- adapted fare, 

And adds th'attentive nurſe's lenient care: 

Meanwhile the ſoul with fiercer woes oppreſt, 

The med'cine finds, which ſacred truths ſuggeſt. 
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Compaſſion ſhew'dſt, and made the helpleſs 4 
| 


The ſor'reign balms which from thy goodneſs 


„ 
O Thou ! who at Betheſda's crowded pool ? 


whole, 
(Diſeas'd in body, as defil'd in ſoul !) 3 
Deign, Great Phyſician! of thy grace to bring 


ſpring; | 
The means, propitious, bleſs; O! may they prove Ih 
Health to the fick, and ev'ry plaint remove ; 
The end obtain for which they were beſtow'd, 
To raiſe the man, or make him meet tor God; 
His labour to ſociety reſtore, 


Or fit him for thoſe joys which laſt for evermore. ( 


Then ſhall theſe porches, where th' infirm iſ 
repair, | 
Reſound the praiſe of Heav'n's indulgent care: 
All then ſhall hail, ſweet CnARITY I thy plan, | 
Which glory gives to Gop, and health to man. 
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ON THF DEATH OF THE LATY 
_ JOHN THO&®NTON, EV. 


SN Sion's harp in ſilence reſt unſtrung, 
Or gratitude her filial taſk rcfule? 
Muſt Heav'n recall her bounteous gifts unſung, 
And TrorxrTon fleep * by the muſe? 


E 
When uſeful lives diminiſh'd are on earth, 
Sion may well let fall the mournful tear ; 
vet God will with his gracious arms beneath 
Support her ſtill, and make her wants his care. 


Grateful to Heav'n, may I my ſonnet raiſe, 
Nor leave unſung the bounties of its love, 

Till brighter beams from Jeſu's bliſsful face 
Attune my harp to notes divine above. 


A ſubſtitute for multitudes I ſing 
The healing bounties of his lib'ral hand; 
O'er indigence he ſpread the downy wing, 
And precious balms diſtill'd on ev'ry land. 


As Sol's bright beams on all the nations ſmile, 
And fruitful ſhow'rs without diſtinction fall; 
So his benevolence and pious toil + - | 
Without exception ſought the good of all, 


Nor felt he for their outward wants alone, 

The ſoul, more precious, claim'd his noblerx 
care; 146 84 | 

In Sion's waſtes he laid the corner fone, 

While prudence plac'd a guardian angel there, 


Thus where a rueful dreary deſart frown'd, 
With weeds of vice and error rampant grown, 

A garden now appcars with bloſſoms crown'd 
From feed celeſtial of the goſpel ſown. 


An advocate for Sion's cauſe he ſtood, | 
| Where'er diſpers'd thc ipacious earth around; 
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He lov'd the work and image of his God, 
Howe'er in aſhes or affliction found. : | 


But trace we ſtreams ſo copious to their head, 

Whence ev'ry good unmeaſur'd forth deſcends, 

The love of Chriſt! this on his boſom ſhed, 
New principled his lite, and fix'd its ends, 
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Not to himſelf but to his God he liv'd, | 
Who had vouchſat'd to him the boonteous 
loan 
Freely diſpens'd what he ſo free receiv'd, 
Nor dar'd to deem thoſe talents as his own. 
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His heart, conſtrain'd by love's expanding ray, 
Delighted his great Maſter's work todo; 
Intrepid march d he on the pleaſing way, 
And God, approving, made it proſp'rous too, 


Not ſway' d by maxims of an evil age, 

Where ſenſuality or avarice rules; 

His were the precepts of th' unerring page, 
Tho' mock'd by infidels or ſcoff'd by tools, 


Humble, diſcreet, compaſſionate, ſincere, 
He ſought his God to ſerve while here on earth; 


Faith i in Chriſt's name forbade his ev'ry fear, 
Brighten'd his views and gilt the ſhades of 
- death, 


So liv'd the Chriſtian, and ſo died he too 1 

May his bright virtues in his children ſmile! 

Conſpicuous, fair, che parent's graces ſhew, 
The ien of God, and luſtre of our iſle ! 


1 


Adorn'd with theſe, the honors from above, 
(Bleſſings which far tranſcend created things) 

May they at length to yon bright clime remove, 
Where now in bliſs their honor'd parent ſings, 


Finiſh'd the work appointed him to do, 
He has with all the juſt in peace fat down} _ 

A ſtarry wreath now decks his faithful brow, 
(O bleſt reward 1) a never-fading crown | 
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ON THE DEATH OF 
The Reverend Mr. ADAM, 


Late Rector of Wintrinzham in Lincolnſhire, 


A ND ſhall a ſtar, illuſtriouſly divine, 
Move off the orbit of the goſpel line, 

And none attempt the melancholy moan, | 
Or thankful own Heav*n's long indulgent loan? 
Muſt my dull muſe (ſo tardy in her flight) 
Dare to aſcend the pure meridian height, 
Place his chaſte virtues in the beams of day, 
The miniſter, the friend, and ſaint diſplay ? 
'Tis what my conſcious gratitude would do 
To pay the long arrear of love I owe, 
Nor would I ever leſs, or can I more beſtow. ] 


Come then, celeſtial lame, my boſom fire, 
Melt, animate, compoſe, direct, inſpire ; 
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Inſcribe with love's ſweet encrgy the whole, 
Deep in my heart, and laſting as my ſoul. 


As when the ſun l a cloud aſcends, 
Nor ſhews its face till half its journey ends, 
So Moſes' veil hung o' er his upright ſou!l 
Till forty years had form'd their ample roll; 
Then ſacred light broke thro' the mental made, 
And all his building fair in ruins laid; 
As one ſtruck dumb he made a public pauſe, 
Leſt, running, he revers'd Jehovah's laws; 
. Reluctant to declare a Chriſt unknow n, 
Till faith and love had made him firſt his own, 
But God, whoſe grace ſo freely intervenes, 
Nor leaves unfiniſh'd what he once begins, 
Reveal'd in him the ſoul-ſupporting hope, 
Bade him rejoice, and in his name ſtand up ; 
Bade him proclaim to ſouls diſeas'd around, 
If ſick of ſin there's a phyſician found. 


Griev'd he beheld our Sion in the duff, 
Her walls demoliſh'd, and her watchmen loſt ; 
Then like a giant ſtrong, refreſh'd with wine, 
His vig'rous ſoul affay' 'd the work divine; 
Painful, pathetic, from the ſounding board, 
From houſe to houſe, too, he proclaim'd the word, 
But fouls ſupine, or up to pleaſures giv'n, 
Lightly eſteem'd the embaſſy of Heav'n. 


When honeſt love/a diſappointment meets, 
It mourns its fate, and trom the world retreats ; 


So griev'd this ſhepherd o' er his thoughtleſs care, 
In fighs, and groans, and violence ot prayer. 
Wirh pangs ſeverer than a mother's throes, 
Pour'd out the ſad accumulated woes, 
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« Bent on the world and fading pleaſures, they 


Will not, O Lord! thy call of love obey. 


« Too happy or too buſy they are found, 

« In families and farms, or purchas'd ground: 

« Or (O what pleas by blinded ſinners us'd !) 

« Unlearn'd and poor they beg to be excus d. 

© In nature's dreadful ſleep ſecure they be; 

* They ſpurn the meſſage ſent, my God! by thee, 

« The work ſo mighty far exceeds my power; 

« O ſhew thyſelf the glorious Conqueror. 

*« Speak where I cannot, ſpeak into the heart, 

« The will ſubdue, and bid the ſtone depart : _ 

% Chale the thick veil away from off their eyes, 

And bid the dead in fin to life ariſe. | 

Nor hence my God their candleſtick remove, 

Till they repent, and turn to Thee in love. 

„ Crown all my withes in this glorious grant; 

«* Mine honour I reſign, Thine, only thine, I 
« want.” | e 

And can a pray'r ſo daily offer'd up, 

Fail in its ſeaſon to receive a crop? 

Tho' others reapers of the harveſt be, 

The ſeed, dear man! the ſeed was ſown by thee. 

Deaf to the ſound of faſcinating fame, 

His pattern was the meek and lowly Lamb. 


His breaſt, by popular applauſe unmov'd, 


Sought only this, to be by God approv'd. 
Retir'd, he found a ſacred ſolitude, ; 
With pain and pleaſure bleſt, known only to the 
good. 
Studious the path divine of life to ſcan, 
Which glory gives to God, and peace to man. 
No advocate of Antinomian ſloth, 
Or friend to Phariſaic boaſted worth; 
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Immaculate he held the golden mean, 
To work—Yet oh! on Chriſt alone to lean. 
He all his labours public, and alone, 
Built on this baſe, the living corner ſtone : 
His darling theme on which he dwelt below, 
Whence all his pleaſures here, and thoſe he's 
__ + reaping now. FE. 
*T was not the fleece, the flock his boſom fir'd ; 
That was his due, but this he moſt defir'd. 
Not like the men of whom the Seer complain'd, 
Who held the office, but the office ſtain'd; 
Unfaithful to their truſt, or nodding found, 
Their clarions dropp'd, or gave th' uncFtain 
5 ſound. 

Not ſuch the man the muſe attempts to fing ; 
He ſounded loud; an herald on the wing; 
From Sinai's top and Calv'ry's mount he blew, 
A ſon of thunder, and of comfort too. 

Tho* modeſt, punctual to the taſk aflign'd, 
He labour'd on with an unwearied mind, 
Reluctant to decline the glorious toll, 

Or quit the field till he had won the ſpoil, 


Laden with years methinks I ſee him ſtand, 


The wiſhful look, and ſoftly waving hand; 
With voice perſuaſive, and with heart ſincere, 
If rocks could feel, the rocks had dropp'd a tear. 
© Come, my belov'd and long'd for ſinners, come, 
© Come, O my friends! your God invites you 
| « home; ; 

« Life, pardon, peace, and all he hath to give, 
« Are yours, it you are willing to receive; 

© Tf hitherto ye have his grace withſtood, 

*« And fled the arms of your long ſuff *ring God, 
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e Baſely his offer'd benefits refus'd, 
And vainly dreamt that all would be excus'd; 


« O now retract the ſoul-undoing ill, | 

« And my whole heart with pleaſing tranſports 
* | 

«© Or rather let the God of angels tongues 

Receive the praiſe that to his grace belongs. 

« Tf hitherto I've ſpent my ſtrength for nought, 


« Toil'd all my day and ſcarce an handful caught, 


« O might I now (perhaps my final caſt) 
« Incloſe you all, and win you at the laſt.” 


When chill'd with age, with pain ſevere oppreſt, E 


Conſtrain'd at length from public work to reſt, 

Yet ſtill in him the faithful ſhepherd ſhone, 

Pure as the light, unwearied as the ſun : 

To tend the flock his melting boſom ſtrove, 

To find an helper meet, poſſeſs'd of love, 

To raiſe the fallen, animate the faint, 

Alarm the careleſs, and build up the faint. 

Such minor aids he nouriſh'd at his fide, 

With love paternal, and an hallow'd pride, 

Beheld with joy their zeal and active pow'rs 

Errploy*'d to raiſe this fallen church of ours, 

Her ruin'd wall to build, and trumpet from 
her towers. 5 | „ 

Tho' Satan rage, and hell in arms appear, 

Where God begins, the work muſt perſevere, 


As the apoſtle John (ſo fame has ſpoke) 
With love's ſweet theme his aged farewel took, 
So this dear man, replete with years, aſſay'd 
Amidſt his flock to deal the myſtic bread ; 
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= The ſweet memorials of his maſter ſhew, 

The bleſſing pour'd he bade theſe courts adicu. 
To fill the meaſure of his ſuff' rings up, 

The laſt remains of his allotted cup, 

Patient he ſtaid the ſweet command divine, 
Which call'd him hence in fairer worlds to ſhine, 


In life and death a lovely radiance ſmil'd, 
With zeal celeſtial and with candour mild ; 
Slave to no ſe, he trod th' unerring road, 
Which leads to holineſs, which leads to God. 
Far from the din of controverting noiſe, 

He ſhar'd the ſweets of far ſublimer joys ; 
With faithfulneſs diſcharg'd the miſlion giv'n, 
And God, approving, ſmil'd him into heav'n. 


To mend the age, and to enrich mankind, 
A legacy of love he left behind: A 
His lectures, paraphraſe, and ſermons, teach, 
Now Death's cold hand forbids his tongue ts 
preach S. 5 
Here ſterling ſenſe and truths immortal ſhine, 
To prove his doctrine and his worth divine. 


Nor view we him in paſt'ral worth alone, 
The friend and humble ſaint were both his own; 
Guiding his heart by the unerring clue, 

Who loves his God will love his brother too. 
Here charity's pure flames propitious ſmile, 
Profuſe of good pour'd in her wine and oil, 
From love's rich fount the balmy bleſſings flow'd, 
In grateful off ring ſacrific'd to God. 

His gate, like yon celeſtial he has paſt, 
With ſweet attraction lur'd her piteous gueſt. 
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. . 
His friendly aid (howe'er diſtreſs'd the eaſe) 


A ſuccour, counſel, and a comfort w 


The widow's fortreſs, and the aged's prop, 


The orphan's father, and their morals*' hope. 

One even thread thro” all his conduct ran 

Of love to God and charity to man. 

Steady, diſcreet, compaſſionate, refin'd, 

To filial faith he works of mercy join'd. | 

Heav'n's gifts to deal the hand dear friend was 
thine, 

Which bleſt the poor, which bleſt theſe limbs. 
of mine, | 

O r,12y my foul, with pain and pleaſure fill'd, 

Ceaſeleſs ro God its warmeſt praiſes yield 

Let all who ſhar'd the gift, my ſonnet join, 


And ſing the bleſſing temp'ral and divine, 


When wond'ring we the vaſt expanſe behold 
All 2 o' er with gems of living gold, 
Yer ſome fair ſtar, amid ten thouſand bright, 
Amazes moſt, and charms us with delight. 
So in the ſubject of my penſi ve lay By 
Each heav'nly virtue pour'd a rich diſplay ; 
Bright in his conduct, pure, conſpicuous glow'd 
The patient grace of his incarnate God. 
When wrung with pain, the viſitations ſore, 
Stroke upon ſtroke without complaint he bore. 
This principle within ſent from above, 

His bitter cup chang'd to a cup of love. 

But haſte we on his cloſing ſcene to view, 

When hn and hope had fought their paſſage 
| thro”, F163 , | : | 
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When patience, ſmiling on her lovely throne, 
Proclaims.aloud the conqueſt all her own. 
When ſtorms, which late his tabernacle tore, 
Had ſpent their rage, to beat on him no more, 
How peaceful and ſerene his ev'ning ſky, - 
With Jeſus in his heart, ſalvation in his eye! 
As when from honeſt toil the weary reſt, 

And calmly wait awhile the downy gueſt, 

So this good man, a bleiling here on earth, 
Ceas'd from his toil, and dropp'd aileep in death, 
A ſweet beheſt came radiant trom above, 
And bore his ſoul away on wings of love; 
Refulgent, wide the dazzling portal flics, 
To welcome Apa into Paradiſe. 


An uſeful length of years he journey d thro', 
An uſeful length of fourſcore years and two; 
But now he's gone, the faithful paſtor's dead, 
Or rather lives triumphant with his Head. 
No more we hear his topgue's perſuaſive lore, 
To gain the ſouls whoſe fins his Maſter bare... - 
The lib'ral hand no more its balm beſtows, 
To ſooth the ſmart of complicated woes. 

The gen'rous breaſt where once compaſſion 


| reign' d,. n 20 2 i i 
Now melts no more, by icy death reſtrain'd. 
The hallow'd clay which long the conllict bore, 
Now reſts in peace till time ſhal be no more; 
It ſlumbers now. bencath yon humble ſod, 

A breathleſs temple of the living God ; 
Ordain'd the final-trump with joy to hear, 
When Chriſt ſhall on the great white throne 

appear, V 
Spring from the burſting tomb, and meet him 
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O then (the chilling thought my breaſt annoys, 
And almoſt freezes up my warmeſt joys) 7 
A witneſs ſwift this man of God muſt be 1 
'Gainſt ſouls obdure who ſpurn d his miniſtry ; 
Who barter'd pearls for ſordid toys of earth, 

And careleſs danc'd the downward road to death; 
Or ſleeping o'er the awful brink of fate, _ 
Ne'er fear'd the danger, till they fear'd too late, 
How will it pain their ſouls at that great day, 
That light chey had, but would not light obey. 
Avert, good God! the fad impending doom, 
Ere that dread ſcene of retribution come; 
Nor e'er to recompence thy lighted love, 

The joyful ſound of thy free grace remove. 
Rather may we of this yet favour'd town 
Embrace the calls thy pleading love ſends down, 
Thy calls which ſtill reluctant we decline; 
Beſtow the living bread and living wine 
Seize the bright hour now;hov'ring in her flight, 
The patient offer of a goſpel light:: 
Right thankfully receive the bleſſingigiv'n, 1 
And ſwell the triumphs of gur friend in heav'n. 


To thee, O God! to thee be endleſs praiſe, 
For all thy gifts of providence and grace, ; 
For Chriſtian miniſters, and faithful friends, 

For ev'ry good thy kind compaſſion ſends. 
Grateful for what thy ſov'reign will beſtows, 

Nor, hopeleſs, mourning when thy gifts we loſe, 
Center'd in Thee our fouls would dwell ſecure, 
Tho” friends depart to bleſs the world no more. 
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Ride on, victorious King, thy ſervants own, 
And add new luſtre daily to their crown ; 5 
Thine own juſt praiſe advance, and N 

pull down. | 
Shepherd divine! lead on thy tender care, 

Meet for thyſelf thy purchas'd flock prepare ; 

From pole to pole extend thy ſaving name, 

From caſt to weſt thy bleſs love proclaim, 

Till ev'ry land adjacent and abroad 
Become the land of our incarnate God, 


Thy penſive few in thy protection keep, 
Safe in thy fold amid thy choſen ſheep; 
Their. names increale, their graces multiply, 
And give them each a manſion in the ſky, 
With bands of love inſeparably join 
To thy dear ſelf, and them, this ſoul of mine, 
Now tempeſt-toſt, on litc's tumultuous main, 
May ſhe at length the peaceful haven gain ; 
There with my friend in humble tranſport join, 
Immortal, incorruptible, divine. 
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AN HY MN, 
FOR THE USE or 
A BENEFIT CLUB, 


BEFORE THE SERMON. 


O Thee, O God, to Thee belongs, 
The Tribute of our grateful ſongs ; 
Thy goodneſs infinite, demands 
Devoted hearts, and lifted hands. 


Our lives a forfeit long have been 
To death, the juſt deſert of fin; 
Bur, oh! l thy clemency fgrbears, 
And lengthens out our Wing * 


The ſubjects of thy patient grace, 
We now appear before thy fa = 

O look with eyes propitious . 

And bleſs our friendſhip with thy own. 


O make us of one heart and mind! 
To ſympathy and love inclin'd, 
Averlſe to riot and exceſs, 

The dutcous ſons of holineſs. 


As falling ſhow'rs on thirſty hills, 
Or vallies bleſt with pleaſant rills, 
So may thy love divinely roll 

In fruitful ſtreams thro' ev'ry ſoul, 


( 64 ) 


Then will our friendly union be 
Delightful to ourſelves and Thee, 

Like fragrant oil, which trickled down 
O'er Aaron's robes, from Aaron' S crown, 


Command a bleſſing, gracious Lord, 
On all who now attend thy word; 
The willing ear and heart incline, 
And let it prove a feaſt divine! 


Now to the great Jeaovan be 
(One glorious undivided Three) 
Eternal ſongs of praiſes giv'n 

By all on carth, and all in heav'n ! 
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